CHAPTER XVII

T was the first day of the New Yean
Between two showers Monsieur
Bergeret and his daughter Pauline
wended their way along the streets
still covered with fresh golden mud,
to wish the compliments of the season to a maternal
aunt of Monsieur Bergeret's who still survived, but
lived alone, if living it could be called, in a little
Beguine's cell which stood in a kitchen garden,
amid the sound of convent bells. Pauline was
happy without a reason simply because holidays
such as these, which marked the flight of time,
made her the more conscious of the delightful
progress of her young life.

On this solemn day Monsieur Bergeret still
observed his customary indulgence, no longer
expecting much good from his fellow-creatures or
from life itself, but knowing, like Monsieur Fagon,
that one must forgive nature a great deal. All
along the roa,d beggars of every description, stand-
ing upright like candlesticks, or spread out like
temporary altars, formed the decorations of this
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